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A prey to ruin red and grim, A miracle she yet can swim. And of her crew scarce fifty stand To work the guns with weary hand. And most of these are wounded sore, All red with their own and others' gore.
Big Ben still strives to urge them on,
But his stride is a lurch and his voice is gone.
Sir John sits propped by the quarter rail.
His dull eyes tell a sorrowful tale,
And the oaths he whispers have lost their sting,
As his voice has lost its piping ring.
Again a ship looms out of the cloud, And a man through a speaking-tube roars out loud, "Will you haul your flag?  Have you had enough? Do you   want any  more   of   our   Dutch plum-duff ?"
" What's that he says ? " Jack Malvern cries.
"Will we haul our flag," Big Ben replies, In a whisper hoarse as a dying crow's.
" Will we haul our flag ? "    Sir John arose, And clung to the rail, though he gave a groan When his broken leg swung loose on the bone. " What shot have we left ?"
And Reuben replied, "About the half of one broadside."